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Germany she praised everything English, in England everything

German.

Her interests were extraordinarily comprehensive, ranging,
as they did, from politics, philosophy, arts and crafts, social
questions and the education of women, to charity and garden-
ing. Her political views, being those of English Liberalism, were
bound to bring her into collision with the old Prussia of her day.
Unlike many German princesses married to foreigners, the home
of her birth stood first with her to the end. Even one like
myself, purely German and Prussian in thought and feeling,
can understand and even honour such faithfulness : but It did
lead to difficulties such as should be avoided between mother
and son. On this 1 need not dwell.

My mother was an enlightened critic of art, and familiar with
most of the European galleries. Her own collection of pictures
formed the nucleus of the Kaiser Friedrlch Museum. She
painted herself both in oil and watercolours, landscapes In the
Italian style, portraits, still life and above all flowers. 1
remember happy hours spent in the studio on the first floor of
the Crown Prince's Palace at the Upper Wallstrasse corner, its
window looking out over the Neue Wache, my mother sitting
at her easel, while I read aloud to her from some humorous
English tale, and how she every now and then dropped her
palette to enjoy a hearty laugh. Her library, which was also
her sitting-room, was always charming. It was in the archway
between the Crown Prince's Palace and the Princesses", and had
windows on either side looking down on the Linden and the
Upper Wallstrasse: as a child I used to love to watch the
bustle of the streets from thence. Between the windows were
my mother's many books in open shelves, among which I
delighted in browsing.

Italy had a magnetic attraction for her, and she went there
every year, to renew her intimate contact with its art treasures.
She spoke Italian as perfectly as English, German and French.
On the rare occasions when I could be with her in the southern
sunshine I felt how deeply attached she was to the country,
its people and Its history. Never shall I forget some days spent
in October, 1887, at Baveno on Lake Maggiore. When we went